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When practical jokes go awry 


"Ugh, | sweat so much that my face feels like a grease pit. | think I'm breaking out." Marty groaned as the 


four men settled into the locker room immediately following a particularly energetic performance. 
‘Its not from that" David replied. "It's all the shitty food we've been eating lately." 

The redhead passed between the two men. 

"Your skin is starting to look bad, Dave." The bassist pointed at him. 


Dave immediately went to the mirror and peered closely at himself. "What are you talking about, Junior? My 
skin is fine." 


David smirked to himself and walked away. 
One of David's favorite pasttimes was winding up his best friend. There was nothing he liked more than teasing 


Dave and pushing his buttons. He wasn't sure why or what made it so much fun, but getting a reaction out of 


the redhead absolutely made his day. 


While Dave was still in the shower, David came along with a pair of big, yellowed granny panties and stuffed 
them in Dave's duffle bag. Nick looked over and gave a laugh and then shook his head. 


"He's gonna kill you one of these days." 
"Nah, he loves it" David grinned. 


The younger man was blow drying his hair and watching in the mirror when Dave stepped out of the shower 
with a towel around his waist. Twinkling caramel eyes drank in the sight of tall, lean redhead as he approached 
his bag. One hand clutched at his towel while the other dug around in his bag. He pulled out the disgusting 
underwear and his hazel eyes immediately found those of his bassist. They met in the mirror and David 


turned. 
"Whoa, what do you have there, Dave? Souvenir from last night?" 
‘Very funny, Junior. Give your Mom her drawers back, okay?" And he threw them at the younger man. 


The following night, it was quiet on the bus. Everybody appeared to be asleep. Nick and Marty passed out in 
their bunks. Dave snoring quietly in his bunk. David laying on the bottom bunk beneath Dave. He lay on his back 
with his hands tucked under his head. His eyes were open, staring at the bunk above him. He wasn't quite sure 


why he couldn't fall asleep, he felt tired. But the rhythmic sound of the man snoring above him kept him up. 


David thought about Dave. He thought about his game with the redhead. Thought about how he wished Dave 
would prank him back sometime. ‘Just have to step up my game: With that thought, he grinned and slowly 
pushed back his partition. When it squeaked in its track, David froze. Marty shifted and grunted but otherwise, 
nobody awoke. Carefully, David slid his bare feet to the floor and stood up. Very gently and slowly, he eased 
the partition on Dave's bunk back. The redhead was fast asleep on his back, the blanket pushed down to his 
feet. One hand rested against his stomach, while the other was curled atop his shoulder. David watched him 
for several seconds, thinking about how best to get his attention and irritate him. 


People believed Dave was a loose cannon. A mean person with a savage temper. Maybe that's why David teased 
and tormented his best friend. Waiting for that temper to be aimed at him or wanting to disspell the rumors 


and reputation Dave had. 


Toothpaste. David needed his toothpaste. He found it in his bag and crept back to the sleeping redhead. David 
drew a toothpaste smiley face on his chest. When the other man didn't move, David smirked and kept drawing. 
He drew the outline of a flying V guitar from Dave's shoulder all the way across his chest and down onto the 
opposite hip. Delighted that Dave hadn't even so much as snorted, David found the Polaroid camera they used 
to snap quick photos of each other and took a photo. The flash was quick and bright and that's when Dave 
grumbled and rolled onto his side. David dove back into his bunk and yanked the curtain across, ignoring how 


loud it was. 


He turned on the light on his wall and waited for the photo to develop, lazily waving it back and forth. David 
giggled softly as it came into view. He slid the corner of it under the light fixture's edge and then switched it 
off. 

"JUNIORI!" 

David bolted up right and smashed his forehead against the bunk he was underneath. "Ow, fuck" 

"What the fuck is wrong with you?" Dave bellowed at him as he was toweling off the toothpaste on his chest. 
David snickered and then remembered the Polaroid picture he took. He snatched it from the wall and pushed 
Dave aside so he could stand up in the aisle. Marty was sitting on his top bunk with his bare legs swung over 
the side. David handed Marty the photo and the little brunette giggled. 

"Got you good" David said with a grin. 

"Got me good. I'll fucking get you good. Right in the mouth with my fist 

| dare you." The younger man mumbled as he took the picture from Marty and looked at it again 

"What?" 

"Nothing. Hey, I'm out of toothpaste. Can | borrow yours?" 

"Junior." Dave sighed and ran his hand through his strawberry blonde curls. 

"Yes, Dave?" The smaller man grinned brightly. 

"You're fucking killing me." He muttered but handed the bassist his tube of toothpaste. 

The bus arrived at the next venue around eleven AM and they had a full day ahead. There would be 
photoshoots and interviews lined up before sound check at three PM. They were scheduled to take the stage a 
seven. 

Dave sat at a round table in the catering area with a pretty, female journalist from Rolling Stone. David 
happened past and stood for a moment, watching, when he was struck with an idea. He continued to their jam 
room, finding their tour manager. 

"Need a piece of paper and a marker." He said. 


"For what?" 


"Need a sign. They missed one out there in catering.” 


Maybe the guy should have known better, this was Junior after all. But he didn't question it and merely 


rummaged up a sheet of paper and a black marker. 

"Thanks. Oh, need tape, too." 

"This is for a sign in catering, right David?" 

"Course!" And he flashed that grin that bought him out of a lot of trouble before. 


A roll of masking tape was set down beside him and David waited until he was alone. With an impish giggle he 
wrote out his sign and attached a small piece of tape to the top of the sheet. 


When he walked into the room, Dave looked up briefly but he returned his attention to the girl. David snorted 
to himself. Put a beautiful body in front of the redhead and nothing else in the world existed. So he hardly 
noticed when David brushed past him, pulling his hair, on his way to the cooler holding cans of soda. 

"Hello, Junior." The woman greeted him. 

"Hello - 2" 


"Oh, Rhonda Pine. I'm with Rolling Stone." 


"Ahh. Whatever this guy said about me is a liel" David turned on his grin again and laid two hands on Dave's 


shoulders, giving them a squeeze. 
"| told her you're the best bassist I've ever met and my best friend” Dave told him. 


"Oh, well. That stuff is true." The younger man winked at Rhonda. “Although, you think bass playing is one step 
up from the kazoo, right?" 


"True." 

David laughed softly and ruffled Dave's hair. "See you later, Rhonda." 

"Looking forward to it, Junior." 

He was in the jam room, changing his t-shirt, joking around with Marty, when Dave walked in, eyes narrowed 
and nostrils flaring. He walked right up to David and grabbed his upper arm. He swung the smaller man around 


and gave his ass a playful but hard kick. 


David screeched and squirmed, trying to break the older man's hold, breaking out in a giggle as he did so. 


"Junior! Why? Why do you insist on driving me fucking crazy??" 

"Its fun." He shrugged. 

"What did you do, now, bro?" Marty asked, 

Dave thrust the wadded up paper into Marty's hands. The guitarist unfolded it and read it, erupting in laughter. 
During the show, between songs, David walked across the stage, behind Dave and patted his back. Afraid the 
little shit put another sign on him, Dave twist and turned, trying to reach the spot where David had patted 
him. Crossing again, back to his position to the left of the redhead, he grabbed and yanked a curly, strawberry 


lock. 


"Junior!" 


The roar of the crowd surged when David gave his patented grin and shrugged his shoulders, arms out wide 


as if to say "| don't know why you're yelling at me, what did | do?" 

After the set, they all shuffled into the locker room. David peeled off his sweaty clothes and pulled on the 
plush, black bathrobes they all had. Gifts from the promoter. They had Megadeth written on the back, much 
like their leather jackets, and their names embroidered on the left chest. David's, of course, said Junior. He 
turned toward Dave, pretending he was tying the sash. 

"Hey, Dave?" 

When the redhead turned, David opened his robe, giving Dave a nice long look at his goods. 

"Oh, for fuck's sake. Put your needle dick away." 


With a giggle, David skipped into the shower. 


On the bus, the four men, along with a couple crew members, sat in the lounge at the back, slowly coming 


down off the high of the performance, as the drive to the next city got underway. 


"Junior, why do you insist on making me fucking crazy on this tour? Like | don't have enough to worry about 


without wondering when's the next time you're gonna flash me your dick" 
"Everybody has tour habits. Things they like to do to pass the time. Mine's picking on you." 
"He's moved up to showing you his dick?" Nick asked. 


"Yeah, man. Before | go to get in the shower, he opens his robe and flings his junk around." 


David giggled while Nick gave him a raised eyebrow. 

The drummer turned back to Dave and said, "Don't drop the soap, dude." 

Dave scowled and said, "Yeah fucking right. No homo here." 

David's grin faltered for a moment before he recovered and said, "Hal That's not what you said last night" 
But he laid in his bunk again, wide awake, and a little worried. Worried that he was upset that Dave scoffed at 
being called gay. Why? He knew Dave's stance about being gay. Hell, he'd never even consider himself gay. But 
he did like the attention Dave gave him. He liked the fact that Dave never seemed to get too upset with him. 
He even liked the way he felt when Dave was forced to look at his naked body. 


Must do that more. David grinned and rolled over to face the partition. He slid it open a few inches and ducked 
his head out to look up at Dave's bunk. He could see the light was on. 


"Dave?" He hissed. 

"| thought you were asleep." 

"Nah. Just thinking. What are you doing?" 

"Writing." 

After a pause, "Dave?" 

"What, Junior?" 

"Sorry about the kick me sign" 

He heard the older man laugh softly. "But not about showing me your cock?" 
David smiled and he knew Dave would hear the smile in his voice when he said, "Nope, not sorry about that" 
"Get some sleep. Long day tomorrow." 

"Then so should you." 

‘| will" 

"Lights out now, Mustaine!" David tried to sound stern. 


It resulted in the partition opening and Dave leaning down. "Go to sleep, Junior.” 


The younger man grinned and said, "Night, Dave." 


In the morning, David was gently shaken awake by a hand on his shoulder. "Wake up, dipshit. We're getting 
breakfast. Hurry up and get dressed." 


"Where are we?" He groaned as he rolled over and rubbed his eyes 

"Uh, | don't know. Poughkeepsie, | think" 

"Pah-what?" 

"Just get up! We're at a diner for breakfast" 

David was the last one off the bus. He threw on a pair of sweatpants and a t-shirt, shoved his feet into his 
sneakers and pulled his hair back in an elastic. He shuffled into the diner and found his friends at a long table in 
the back He noted there was an empty spot next to Dave with a cup of coffee waiting in front of it 

He took his place beside the redhead and picked up the coffee. "Thark you for the coffee" 

"| didn't get it. Marty did” 

"Thanks, Marty!" David called down the table and held up the mug. As he lifted it to his lips, he noted the 
confused look on Marty's face. But it was too late. Someone had clearly dumped an entire shaker of salt into 
the coffee 

David spit it out and whipped his head around to stare at Dave. 

"Gotcha" The frontman merely said with a grin 

Instead of being angry, David was overjoyed! Finally! Finally, he was playing back! 

"Well played, my friend" He replied and took another sip of the salty coffee. 

"Enjoy that coffee, buddy" 


"Oh, | willl" 


At the verue, they had scheduled a photoshoot prior to the show. David was standing, topless, in the green 
room, staring at two t-shirts hanging side by side. The other three entered the room and he heard a groan. 


"Junior, come on. It's going to take you forever. Just pick a fucking shirt” 


Without turning around, he asked, "Dave, come here. Which one do you like better?" 


When he felt the redhead step up and stand beside him, David turned and thrust his pelvis at Dave while 
holding his dick in his hand. 


"Goddamn it, Junior!" Dave quickly turned away, giving David a shove. 
The younger man lost his balance and toppled over a chair, crashing to the floor. 
"Pick a fucking shirt and knock it off" Dave barked at him and stormed from the room. 


David fixed his pants, tucking his cock back inside of them, and took the hand that Marty offered him to help 


him stand. 
"Looks like you really pissed him off this time. Great, thanks." 


Marty and Nick left David alone in the room. He rubbed his elbow where it hit the floor as he scowled at his 
shirts. His face flushed and he felt a prickling, stinging wetness in the corners of his eyes. What the fuck? 


The photographer sat David on a road case and put Dave right beside him. Marty and Nick stood behind them. 
David kept a straight face and wouldn't look at Dave. He was battling a turmoil of emotion. He was 
embarrassed, angry, hurt, defiant. Most of all, though, David was confused. 


Over the next week, Megadeth traveled to New York City, Philadelphia and Pittsburgh. David remained sullen, 
withdrawn and quiet. He played his parts at the shows and during interviews. He played no more pranks and 
refused to tease Dave. He laid awake in his bunk at night, staring at the bunk on top of him, cursing himself, 
trying to talk himself out of what he was feeling. But it was no use. He was attracted to his best friend and 
boss. 


While the other three were exploring Pittsburgh and hitting the bars, David remained on the bus. He curled up 
under a blanket in the lounge area and turned on the TV. After back to back Rocky movies, he heard the door 


open and quiet footfall on the steps and then coming down the aisle. 
"Who's that?" He called 

Marty pushed the curtain aside and stepped through 

"Hey, man’ 

Hey’ 


"How were the bars?" 


"Kay." 

"Where are the other two?" 

"Met a couple girls” 

"Oh" David dropped his gaze to his hands playing with the fringe on the blanket 


Marty was about to turn around and leave when he stopped. Still facing the door, he said, "You know, Junior, 
you ever want to talk about something, I'm a pretty good listener." 


David's head shot up. "What do you mean?" 

Marty turned and sat down next to the bassist. "Well, after that day that Dave shoved you down, you 
changed. Everybody can see it but not too many know why. | think | do. Can talk about it if you want. If not, 
that's cool, too." 

"It hurt." 


"| know." 


Its weird, Marty. | don't understand why | feel this way but | do. l'm mad at him but sad, too. | miss teasing 


him but not if he's gonna scream at me all the time now." 

"You like him?" 

David shrugged. 

"Like him like you might like a girl?" 

Now he scowled and cringed. 

"You can't tell him." 

"| know." 

"So what are you gonna do?" 

"| don't know!" David screamed sharply. 

"Why don't you go find a girl? Maybe take your mind off things." 


"Don't wanna." 


They continued to travel across the country. Washington, DC, Memphis, Detroit, Chicago, and so on. David was 
miserable. If Dave noticed, he didn't bother to say anything. He spent a lot of time away from David. In 
interviews, at parties, spending the nights in the hotel rooms of random women. David had climbed into Dave's 
empty bunk on the bus, hugging his pillow to his face and inhaling. He missed Dave. He missed his best friend 
but knew that, if he spent time with him again, the feelings he'd so wrongly developed would grow stronger and 
he didn't want that to happen. Could not allow that to happen 


After the show in Minneapolis, the four entered the locker room. All showered and dressed in complete silence. 
Marty grabbed Nick and left quickly, leaving the other two alone. David watched them leave and his heart was 
in his throat as he tried to hurry. He pulled on a pair of loose pants, threw his t-shirt over his head and 
grabbed his bag. 

"Junior, wait." 

His hand was on the door handle. He froze and squeezed his eyes closed. "Dave, | gotta go." 

"What? Got a hot date with the TV on the bus? What's going on with you?" 

He leaned his forehead against the door. When his eyes slowly opened, he noticed the lock on the door. With a 
deep breath, he turned it slowly. Without lifting his head or turning around, he said, "Something happened. | 
didn't want it to happen and | didn't plan it. | swear | didn’t." 

"What are you talking about?" 

"That day you pushed me and | fell over the chair, you really hurt me." 

"What? Like how? You seem fine. Did you twist something?" 

"No, that's not what | mean" 

“Junior, turn around. You're confusing me." 

David slowly turned, letting Dave see the stricken look on his flushed face. 

"You're scaring me. What is going on?" 

His heart was beating a mile a minute, his vision swam, his mouth was dry. He had to tell him. He had no other 
choice. David was terrified. His hands were shaking and his knees buckled. As if in slow motion, his bag fell to 
the floor and he took one step closer to Dave. Then another and another. As if he was watching it happen to 


someone else, David extended his hands and took hold of the redhead's face. He pulled him in and kissed Dave's 
mouth. It lasted only a second before Dave's hands were against his chest and he gave David a hard shove. 


"What the fuck is wrong with you? First, you're flashing me your dick and now you're kissing me? Junior, it's 


not fucking funny!" 


The younger man was slammed to the wall. The back of his head hit it hard with a thud and he slowly slid to 
his ass. He laughed quietly, shaking his head slowly. "It's not funny. | know. I'm fucking miserable." 


| can't take this anymore! | don't know what the fuck is going on with you but figure it the fuck out or get 


out!" 


"| did figure it out. I'm in love with you." David let his head droop to once side. He waved a hand in a gesture of 
surrender. "l'm fucking in love with you." 


Dave was on him in a flash, pulling him to his feet by his shirt. David just stared him with half-lidded eyes, 
swaying as if he'd been drinking. Dave's fist was cocked, ready to let fly. 


"Stop fucking around!" He growled. 
"Does it look like I'm fucking around? Hit me, please. Fucking hit me." 


With a frustrated grunt, Dave slammed the younger man back against the wall and flew out the door. Again, 
David slid to the floor. He curled up in a ball and fought back the angry tears that threatened to spill 


It could have been minutes that he laid there. It could have been days. He was still curled up, facing the wall, 
drawing invisible designs on it with his finger, singing, "You'll never know how hard | tried to find my space and 
satisfy you, too." 

Marty came in with their tour manager. The little brunette helped David sit up. "You okay?" 

‘Oh yeah." David smiled. "I'm great. How are you?" 

"He using again?" 

"NO! He's not using again" Marty yelled. "He's just having a tough time. Come on, kid. We gotta get going.” 
"Where's Dave?" 

"He, uh.he went out, Junior. Just went out." 

"I told him, you know." 


"| guessed that." 


"He didn't react very well" David gave an over exaggerated frown and shook his head. 


"| guessed that, too." 


Between Marty and their manager, they got David to his feet. Marty grabbed his bag and they led him to the 


bus 

"Marty. can you call my Mom? | want to go home. My mom will come and get me 
"You want to go home?" 

"Yeah. | want to quit and go home. Tell Dave | quit, okay?" 

"You can't quit now. We're in the middle of the tour, Junior” 

"Yeah, no. | want to quit and go home” 


Marty laid David down in his bunk. "Tell you what? You take a nap and I'll call your Mom. When she gets here, 


Ill wake you up." 
"You're a good friend" 


"JUNIOR?!" A stumbling, drunken redhead climbed into the bus and stomped directly to the younger man's bunk. 
He ripped back the partition and grabbed a handful of honey blonde hair. 


David cried out when he was yanked from his bunk by his hair and thrashed against Dave. "Let gol” 
"You fucking little faggot! Who the fuck do you think you are? | ain't fucking gay, okay?" 

"Okay! Let go of me!" 

"That was all you were doing, wasn't it? Fucking flirting with me?" 

"NO! Dave, please. Please let go of me. You're drunk!" 

"Get out. Get the fuck out of my band and my bus!" 


Nick and Marty jumped from their bunks and tried to pull Dave off of David. He thrashed against them and 
pushed them away. 


"GET YOUR SHIT AND GET OUT!" 


David flinched and slowly moved to pick up his bag. 


"Dave, don't do this! Why don't you sleep it off tonight and we can talk about it in the morning." Nick begged. 


"There ain't nothing to talk about. This fag says he's in love with me. Junior, if I'd known you were a 


cocksucker before | met ya, | never would have let you in my band" 

Its not your fucking band!" David yelled. "Its our band. And I'm not a cocksucker. | made a mistake, okay? | 
thought | was in love with you but with you acting like a total fucking asshole like this, | know that ain't true 
now. Why the fuck would | fall for a fucking loser like you?" 

David turned swiftly and quickly walked down the aisle to the front door of the bus. Tears came on fast and 
heavy, streaming down his cheeks but he refused to sniffle or wipe at them, refused to let Dave know he 


hurt him like that. 


One foot hit the asphalt of the parking lot and a hand grabbed at his shoulder and swung him around, shoving 
him against the side of the bus beside the door. 


"Dave!" 
Two rough hands grabbed his face and frenzied, hungry lips landed against his. They pressed against his, 


bruising him, taking his breath away. Teeth nipped at his bottom lip before a tongue was thrust deeply into his 
mouth. The hands slid down his face to his neck and squeezed. 


David struggled and pushed at Dave with the heels of his hands. He punched and slapped and kicked. 
"Junior." It was breathless and pleading. 

"Get off of me!" 

“Junior, no." 

David finally pushed the redhead away from him and tried to run past him. 

"Junior, stay!" Dave caught him around the waist and shoved him against the bus again 

"Let the fuck go of mel!" 

Dave tried to kiss him again but David moved out of the way and shoved Dave face first against the bus. 
"STOP!" David yelled. 


Dave slouched and bent over, the contents of his stomach spilled to the ground. David jumped back with a 
disgusted groan. 


"Get back on the fucking bus." He sighed. 
"| was wrong. I'm sorry.” 
"| know. Get on the bus." 


David picked up his bag and followed the redhead back on the bus. He sat him down on the bench seat and 
found an elastic for his hair. The younger man put a clean shirt on him and then wrapped a blanket around 


him. 
"Goodbye, Dave." He laid a very gentle kiss on his forehead. "Love you." 
He noticed Marty standing in the doorway leading to the bunks. "Take care of him, okay?" 


David pulled his jackets collar up around his neck and walked down the street, toward the hotels that dotted 
the area around the venue. He had a few bills in his wallet and a credit card. David used the card to secure a 
room for the remainder of the night and tomorrow, he'd call his Mom to come and get him. He pulled off his 
clothes and flopped onto the bed. Fingers automatically flew to his lips. If he closed his eyes, he could still feel 
Dave against them. It was rough, it was cruel, it was full of hate. Hate. 


Hate. How could Dave hate him? They were friends. Best friends. Surely he couldn't be that homophobic that 
he'd toss away his best friend over a simple misunderstanding?Simple misunderstanding? David had admitted 


that he was in love with the man. He, another man, was in love with Dave. 

With a frustrated sigh, David rolled over and pulled the blankets up to his shoulder. In the morning, he'd have 
to face things in the clear, bright light of day. He made a mistake and he'd pay for it. But at least he could 
hold his head high, knowing he risked everything to be honest with both himself and Dave. 

It was a long night of restless sleep. David dreamed of those moments when Dave would act exasperated with 
him but smile, nonetheless. He dreamed of those moments when he felt those fiery eyes on his body and of 


those kisses. One full of need and desperation One full of pain and confusion. 


Around six AM, David gave up the effort to sleep. He showered quickly in the neglected, dirty, lukewarm 
shower, threw on his clothes and grabbed his bag. 


In the coffee shop adjacent to the hotel, David found an empty seat at the counter. An older woman in cat's 
eye glasses and bright red lipstick turned. 


"Coffee, sweetie?" 
"Yes, please." 


She waddled over to the coffee machine and picked up the pot. As she was pouring into a thick, ceramic mug, 


someone brushed past behind David and dropped a handful of change. The coins made a clatter on the tiled 
floor. David turned and picked them up. 


"Scuze me? You dropped a bunch of quarters here." 


The person in the heavy, drab olive parka continued out the door. David shrugged and turned back. He dropped 


the change on the counter and picked up his mug. When he took a sip, it was heavily laden with salt and he spit 
it out. 


"Gotcha" He heard a familiar voice beside him. 


